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Edgar to leave me to myself for a little while; my heart
was beating so that I could not stand.
The crisis was over; it had not killed me, it had given
me new life. When Edgar came back, he found me watch-
ing the crowd with apparent interest.
'My dear fellow, you are laughing; have the blue devils
departed:'
'They have, and I arn starving, but before we go to
supper I want to ask you something. I owe you my life.
-my life, do you understand, and to make my gratitude tc
you complete, will you spend to-night and to-morrow with
me?'
He agreed and came home with me. They served us a
good supper, which I ate, or rather devoured; after which I
slept till noon next day. Over our chocolate I told Edgar
the whole story, the denouement of which \vould have been
so fatal but for my meeting with him on Westminster
Bridge. He assured me I could have the mother arrested, as
she had acknowledged her debt in her letter to me, and I
resolved to take his advice. Before we parted we swore
eternal friendship, and on rny part it was the least I could
offer. Yet for his kindness he paid dear!
Next day I went to the attorney whom I had already
employed in my affairs with Count Schwerin. He told me I
was in the right, and could arrest the mother and the aunts
Without losing time I applied to a magistrate for a warrant,
and then to a bailiff; but this latter was unacquainted with
the females. He could go into their house, and serve the
warrant on them, but he must be certain first of their
identity. Not knowing who to charge with this delicate
mission, I decided to conduct him myself.
I met him at eight o'clock in Denmark Street. I followed
him into the parlour where the three hags were sitting*
After pointing them out, I left the room hastily, for Char*
pillon, dressed in black, was standing by the fire-place, and
she cast a glance at me which made me shiver. I thought 1
was cured, and I was cured, but the wound had been